ERASMUS

support, as he himself would have me do, he fails to
remember how three years ago I explicitly asserted that
the Lutheran party was alien to my outlook and that it
would always remain so; I even added that not only did
I myself wish to keep out of it, but that I encouraged my
friends to do likewise. I cannot change from this posi-
tion. By the Lutheran party I mean the group of persons
who whole-heartedly accept all that Luther has written
or is writing or will write at some future date. Such
abasement may be witnessed among even the most com-
petent and worthy men; but for my part I have said
frequently to my friends that if the Lutherans could feel
kindly to me only on condition that I should agree un-
reservedly with their tenets, let them think what they
will, I cannot do so. I love freedom, and I will not and
cannot serve any party."

The vigorous counter-attack never touched Ulrich
von Hutten. By the time it was printed and put into
circulation the dauntless fighter had gone to his long
rest where the gentle lapping of the waves lulled him in
his lonely grave. Death had conquered Hutten before
the mortal blow launched by Erasmus could reach him.
But even in death, Hutten, the mighty defeated, gained
one final victory. He achieved what neither emperor
nor kings, what neither pope nor clergy with all the
power of authority behind them, had been able to
achieve; his biting sarcasms had drawn Erasmus from
his lair. For, having publicly been held up to ridicule on
account of his poltroonery and vacillation, Erasmus was
forced to demonstrate that he was not afraid of a scufHe
with the greatest of his antagonists, with Luther himself.
He had now to "show his colours," he had now to take a
side. It was with a heavy heart that Erasmus set to work.
He was an old man who desired nothing more from life